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common-sense and couplets was ending; and the candies
fluttered in a strange wind, which blew from France, Hut
London still went on. The Prince of Wales observed his
royal bride and faintly asked for brandy; and feminine
taste, in its eternal oscillation between the rival ideals of
the bell-shaped and the mushroom-slut}x<<K alighted upon a
momentary distortion of the figure which inspired a jx>et to
exclaim,

Shepherds, I have lost my waist,
Have you seen my body t

At nine the boy was touring on the Continent with an
Italian master- They fetched a wide circuit into Switzer-
land by way of Munich; and from Berne he sent the anxious
intelligence that a double-tooth had lost its ' sloping/ In
the next year he was home again at Broadlantls in charge
of his Italian and a French governess, whose ministrations
soon bore fruit in terrifying letters all in French and signed
"Henri TmpW The pony pawed; sometime* a pony
phaeton rolled behind; and the boy kept house for his
little sisters with Signor Gaetano and Mademoiselle* But
there were seasons when they came to London. His mother
was at Bath, and her eager correspondent sent the family
news. The complete letter-writer wrote in French; he
wrote in Italian; he even wrote, in more alarming tones,
that he had read with grave concern " in the debate of Jast
night *' about the tax on hair powder. But on the next day
he turned with obvious relief to the less trying intelligence
that the Park Street cat had kittens* At this moment,
early in 1795, Lord Palmerston began to concern himself
with his son's education. It had been commenced by an
Italian refugee. What form of knowledge he imparted or
from whom, at this happy stage of Italian history, he sought
a refuge is unknown. But it was hardly fitting that a
Visomt's heir should be entertained with foreign notions,
Something more truly British was plainly his destiny; and,
by a happy inspiration, they sent the boy to Harrow,